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it put off the evil day of my return to England, and encountering the family wrath about my refusal to take Orders. With my sister I spent an amusing day at Versailles on a visit to the Marquis and Marquise du Pr&t, the latter a daughter of the Due de Grammont, and a very pretty, lively person. They lived in an ideal house of the ancien regime, where the chairs, picture-frames, carpets, even the antimacassars, were carved or worked with the shields, crests, and mottoes of the family.
After my sister left, the intrigues of Madame Davi-doff, whom, in compliance with my mother's wishes, I had refused to visit, brought about my acquaintance with the Vicomte de Costa le Cerda, a Franco-Spaniard and ardent Catholic, who constituted himself my cicerone, and amongst other places took me to seances of the Academie de France, of which he was a member; and I should have been much interested in seeing all the celebrated philosophers, politicians, physicians, geologists, &c., if I had not been so ignorant of French literature that I had scarcely heard of any one of them before. The Marquis de G-abriac* (I forget how his office entitled him to do so) sent me a medal which enabled me to visit all profane, and the Archbishop of Paris a permission to enter all religious, institutions. Using the latter, I went with De Costa to the Benedictines, Ursulines, Carmelites, Petites Soeurs des Pauvres, and the CEuvre de la Compassion for bringing up little homeless boys. On Sundays I heard Pere Felix, the philosophic Bourdaloue of the nine-
1 The Marquise de Gabriac was daughter of the Marechale Sebastian!, and only sister of Madame Davidoff.